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Carruthers been a Roman Catholic he might
have shown bis gratitude by the expenditure
of pounds and pounds of wax candies.

He stood for some time watching Beatrice.
Now that be had found her iie trembled at
his own act He trembled at the thought of
what he had to say to her, what she bad to
say to him. He comforted himself by tbe
assurance that he had only sought her.
broken through her. concealment, for the

take of giving, or at least offering, such help
as he could give.

After this he walked slowly down to the
garden and stood In front of her. She raised
her eyes and knew him. Her book fell to
the ground. She sprang to her feet and ut-

tered a little cry, a cry that sounded very
sweet to Mr. Carruthers, as it was unmis-

takably one of pleasure. At tbe unexpected
appearance of the man she loved, for a mo-
ment there was no thought in her heart save
that of Joy. She stretched oat her hands.
"Frank! Frankl" she cried. "You here?"

china, lie had no rhapsodies, written or
spoken, to arise hereafter end prick his con-

science. He had not bowed bis knee to the
intense, nor sacrificed on the altar of the in-

comprehensible. He was fond of pictures as

pictures, and was bold enough to say he
liked what he did like and that be disliked
what he did disliku. Hence it will be at once
seen that his opinion was worth nothing to

any one except himself.

Having found the knowledge not indis-
pensable, he could not, like many men, check
off on his fingers the principal productions
of the grand old masters and name the spot
of earth on which each one oould be found.
But like the man who, when challenged to
fight, replied, "I can't fight myself, but i
have a little friend who can," and forthwith
struck down bis challenger with a short,
stout poker, Mr. Carruthers, if he did not
know these things himself, had a friend who
knew.

This friend was a Mr. Burnett, a recog-
nized art authority.

Frank found Mr. Burnett at his rooms,
writing critiques on the recently opened
exhibitions most likely.

'Do you know any picture celled the 'Ma-

donna di Tempif " asked Carruthers. '

"A picture called the 'Madonna di Tempi.'
Ah, yes. The 'Madonna dl Tempi.' Painted
by Raphael. You have heard of Raphael,
Carruthers!"

"Where is it?" asked Frank quickly.
"It is in the Old Pinakothek."
"In the what?"
"My dear Carruthers, how ignorant you

are. I thought you studied Greek at Ox-

ford Pinakothek is derived from a Greek
word

"I know all that, but where is it!"
"Your Ignorance is deplorable. The old

Pinakothek is in Munich. Munich, you may
know, is the capital of "

Frank jumped up. "Thank you," he saW,
"I am so much obliged."

"Not going, Carruthers! Oh, sit down
and have a chat Tell me all about your
book. You must be dying to tell me all."

"No, I'm not I must go now. Good-bye- ."

"But where are you going?"
"The words you read have fired mo. I

am going to Munich to see the 'Madonna di
Tempi'" And before Mr. Burnett could
get out another question Carruthers was
gone.

iiu They have hazarded man- -
guesses,

but not one has bn near the truth."
She started at his answer. The truth!

Did, bo know the truth? If so, bow had he
learned it?

"Do you know why I left!" she asked.
A look of pain settled on Carruthers' face.
"Yes," he said, softly. "Chance has

given me your story. But to me only to
me." .

"Do yon know all all that I hare done,
all that I have suffered!"

He rose. There was strange agitation in
his manner and voice.

"All!" he exclaimed. "Beatrice! Bea-
trice! how can I find words to tell you what
I know! Beatrice, did I not just now bear
that child call you mother!"

"Yes, he is my son," she said, calmly.
"All!" continued Carruthers, excitedly.

"Need I know all! Need I be racked by
bearing the one I love tell me all? Need I
run ber by forcing her to hear me! Have

heard enough! Why should I seek to
know more!"

"Let me toll you my story, Frank," she
said, beseechingly.

"Nol" He spoke in that imperious tone
which she had once before, in a slighter de-

gree, noticed. "Nol Listen to me. Bea-

trice, believe me, I have longed to find you.
I have sighed for this moment If I have
surprised your secrets it was not for my
own ends. BeatricJ, when chance showed
me where you were I came to you with but
one object This morning even when,' at
last, I saw you, 1 bid but one thought It
was to come to yon, to say I have sought
you because you are In distress, because
you want help. Such help as I can give is
yours. Without question, without the hope
of reward, it is yours."

Again she strove to interrupt him. He
checked her.

"Listen! I have more, much more, to
say. I have seen you again," his voice
changed to ons of supreme tenderness, "I
have held your hands. I have looked into
your face the same sweet face of my
dreams. Beatrice, all is changed with me,"
he knelt beside her and took her bands. "If
once I wished to know all, now I say, tell
me nothing. What is the past to me? Hide
it away, forget it, soorn it Our life begins

I love you. Bend down and tell
me you will be my wife."

She forcibly drew her hands from his, cov-

ered ber eyes and sobbed.
"You love me," be went on, passionately.

"Is it for my sake you will not do this thing?
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"How oouM you And hlmr
'He to rare to be in London. If not, there's

thoee who can tell me where to find him.
Bay I may go. Let me go

Beatrice mused. After ell, the suggestion
did not seem so absurd. Sarah was by no
means a fool. She oould travel to England
alone perfectly welL She could bear what
this man asked now. Why should she not
let her got

Mrs. Miller seemed on thorns of suspense.
"Say I may go," she whispered.

"I will think. I will tell you by and by.
Bend my boy to me; I will think with him
in my arms.''

Bo the "shoralamb," as be was now called,
came to his mother, and all the afternoon
Beatrice considered Mrs. Miller's proposal.
The more she considered the more inclined
she felt ,to give it her countenance.

In the evening she told her she might go.
She gave her many instructions which were
not to be exceeded. She was to find Hervey
and hear his demands. She was to be firm,
and above all have iti clearly understood that
he must sign a deed of separation, in which
he relinquished all claim to the boy. Mrs.
Miller nodded grimly. She was not likely
to err on the side of mercy.

"Take plenty of money," said Beatrice.
"Give him money if he aslrs for it Make
him understand that I have not concealed
myself to save my money. That he can
always have."

Bo it was arranged. Fully one-hal- f of that
night was spent oy Mrs. Miller on her knees.
She was alone Harry slept with his mother
as often as with his nurse so she could offer
up her wild prayers without interruption.
If ever a fanatio wrestled with the Supreme
Bemg In prayer it was Sarah Miller that
night For what did she pray? Perhaps it
is as well not to ask, but to be contented
with the assurance that she prayed for Bea-
trice's happiness.

CHAPTER XXIX
THE MADONNA DI TEMPL

Beatrice's letter, after having been pe
rosea ana commented upon Dy tbe ialberte,
was sent on to Frank Carruthers. A note
from Herbert was inclosed with it "You
will see" he wrote "that this letter is as
unsatisfactory as its predecessors. It gives
us absolutely no information as to where she
is or why she left us. Now that we are
assured of her being well, and, we suppose,
safe, our feeling about her prolonged and
unexplained absence is more than regret it
is, in fact, serious annoyance. We find it
quite a strain to answer inquiries about her
without contradicting one another."

Naturally the envelope which bore
bert's handwriting was the first opened by
Carruthers, and of course he read Beatrice's
lotter before he read Herbert's. He searched
the former in vain for Lis own name, little
thinking how the writer had sat for a long
time before she could bring herself to seal
her letter without sending him a crumb of
comfort. He then read Herbert's commen-

tary and smiled faintly as he drew a ludicrous
picture of Horace and Herbert making
counter statements to their friends. He
mused a while, holdmg Beatrice's letter in
his band. Her Sugars had touched that
sheet of paper; so he actually pressed it to
his lips, and in doing so caught a faint 1

odor of what he remembered was her
favorite perfume. It was clear that Mr.
JCarruthers' disease was as rampant as ever.

bad brought him. Nowadays Fate shoots
many of her arrows from the general post-offic-

Carruthers found among other let-
ters one addressed in a woman's handwrit-
ing. It had been sent to Oxford and at
Oxford redirected to London. He opened it
carelessly and found it contained, a half
sheet of note paper, on which was written:
"Remember your promise. Wait, ob, be
patient and wait!"

Carruthers threw it aside with a bitter
smile. He well knew who was the writer.
Waitl What was there to wait for? How-

ever, the sight of those wol-d-s brought back
the memory of that strange nocturnal visit;
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She flushed to the roots of her hair, yet
she made no resistunca. Carruthers drew
her to him and for the first, and, for nil
be knew, tbe lat time their lips met He
took, she gave, the one kins. Yi'hen it was
over Carruthers released her from his em
brace and the two drew apart .

Here, no doubt, Mr. Carruthers will sink

Immensely in public esteem. He acted as a
hero is never supposed to act, or at least in
fiction. He lost an opportunity. Every one
who has studied the nature of true love as
depicted by the modern passionate writers
and skilled analysists of the human heart
must feel that Mr. Carruthors should have
then and there clasped Beatrice to bis heart
and have sworn that love overruled every-
thing. He should have followed that one
modest kiss by thousands. He should have
said, "What is the marriage tie when two
souls are in such astatic communion as
yours and miner He should have said,
"There are other lands. Lands where no
one knows us, where life may be perpetual
dream of love. Let us fly there and be
blessed." In the mad whirl of his passion such

scruples as she, for appearance soke, urged
should have been swept away, and, married
or unmarried, he should have borne ner on,
his forever and ever! Yes, he lost such an
opportunity that bis conduct must be apolo
gized fort

" Beatrice, my love," he said, hoarsely,
He did none of these wild, passionate things

simply because be was an English gentle
man, who wished tbe woman he loved to be
his wife and the lawful mother of his chil-

dren. True, tnat bis love had carried him

away sufficiently to make him willing to
blot out an imaginary past It was great
enough to raise and restore the woman he
loved, but it was not great enough, or shall
we say too great, to dream of degrading
ban .

CHAPTER XXXL
A WOMAN WITH A MISSION.

Inspiration, as a rule, soars above the pet-
tiness of detail, and of all inspiration that
one whose wings are worked by religion flies
tbe highest and freest from trammels of
custom and caution. A man or a woman

inspired with an ethical mission to hu-

manity feels fully convinced that, provided
the eyes are kept steadfastly on the glorious
result, the brambles which have for ages
choked the path leading to the great goal
will In some mysterious manner get cleared
out of tbe way; without faith of this kind
inspiration sinks to tbe dull level of wisdom.

Sarah Miller was a woman with a mission;
a mission, however, of a personal, not of a
general nature. Her mission, as she read it,
was to insure the worldly happiness of her
beloved mistress, and her faith in the in-

spiration which prompted the task was such
as to make her believe that she would suc-

ceed.
Everything in this woman's life turned on

ber devotion to Beatrice. Her mind was
like a dark, sunless ruin, in the center of
which springs one pure white marble column,
and that column ber love tor her mistress.
The wild words she once used when toiling
Frank Carruthers what she could do for
Beatrice's sake, if anything, fell short of the
truth. . ..

It Is absurd to suppose that any one of us
is entitled to such adoration from a fellow
creature. Very probably David himself did
not deserve Jonathan's unparalleled devo-

tion any more than Beatrice deserved that
of Mrs. Miller. Nevertheless, if human
affection wore doled out into thescale against
personal, merit most of us would fare ex-

tremely ill in this world. Simple justice,
like pure republicanism, and many other
indisputably correct things, works better in
theory than in practice. Mrs. Miller's strange
worship of Beatrice must be sought lor in
causes other than the girl's merits or even
her servant's gratitude.
- This then was the emissary who went
forth Cn behalf of Beatrice, this, the bearer
of the flag of truce betwesn ber and Maurice
Hervey. A strange intermediary yet pos-

sessing some valuable qualifications for the
offloe, insomuch as she was devoted to her
own side, hated the foe, and, above all, was
full of the belief that in some unknown way
she would be guided so as to enable her to
bring the negotiation to a satisfactory issue.

She listened with apparent attention to
Beatrice's many and clear instructions; but
her thoughts were in reality far away. In
this matter she believed she was called upon
to act more the part of a principal than that
of An agent Beatrice, who was anxious to
know how Hervey was to be found, had to
rest satisfied with the assurance that Mrs.
Miller would experience no difficulty in
tracing blm. Provided that Hervey was
still in London her assurance was justified,
for as his time on ticket-of-leav- e had not
yet expired, his address could no doubt be
obtained upon application in the proper
quarter.

This was about the only detail Borah had
as yet stopped to consider. She bad not yet
thought how ber end was to be gained,
whether by throats or by entreaties. She
felt that all she had to do was to meet the
man face to faoe, and then she would ficd
herself guided t act for the best ,

Beatrice, who had some misgivings on the
score of allowing her faithful servant to
make so long a Journey unprotected, hod

carefully looked up routes and trains. She
fancied that Sarah would travel in greater
ease and safety if she went to England via
Paris by the great through express train
which runs across Europe from Constan-

tinople to Paris, stopping only two or throe
times in each country which it traverses.
So Mrs. Miller traveled In such luxury as a
railway train can offer.

She reached Loudon without any mishap.
Here she wont to a friend's, the one to whose
care Beatrice's correspondence had been in-

trusted. After a night's rest had dispelled
the fatigue of the journey she began the first
part of her mission that of finding Maurice
Hervoy.

The task was a simple one. Sha inquired
until she ascertained where the register of

e men resident in.Londoa was
kept; then, upon applying at the proper
oQlce and satisfying the authorities that she
sought the man for no evil purpose, the ad-

dress was given her. She tok a cab and
drove straight to it
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ANOTHER MYSTERY.

Two Policemen, In Geneva, !'!.
Murdered, and No Clue to the Au-

thor of the Deed.
Chicago. Ana. 28 A mysterious

double murder was committed mout
12 o'clock last night at Geneva, Kane
county, 111., tbe victims being two cl
the three officers who constitute t,
police force of the town. The deed
was committed right in the center of
that quiet place, near the court-hous-

and some dozen shots were heard jthe residents In Jhe neighborhood
given in quick succession at about
midnight, but no one went out to una
the cause of the turmoil, and it was re-

served for a party of merry makers re-

turning from a picnic about 1 o'clock,
to find the murdered men and raise the
alarm. Officer McNutt was found
dead, with a bullet hole in the region
of the heart, his revolver, with five of
its chambers emptied, lying near him.
McNutt lay at the southeast corner of
the court-hous- e and several rods away,
on the sidewalk, was found OOicec

Grant, also with a bullet bole in
the breast, but on the right side, still
breathing slightly, but unconscious,
and the last life spark dying out. lie
was taken home a few blocks distant
and died on the way. There Is as yet
no clue to the perpetrators of the
crime, bnt it is surmised that both
officers died in the discharge of their
duty. There have been several at-

tempted burglaries in the town of late, '

the last one occuring but a night or
two before. It is supposed that last
night tbe officers discovered the bur-

glars either at work or leav-

ing the scene of their unlawful
activity, and that in the at
tempt to oust them, the officers,
being separated, the fatal shots were
fired by the thieves. Grant's pistol
was found near his side, the chambers
being empty. Both murdered officers
have excellent reputations. Both the
deceased have large families. The
possibility that their desth whs due to
a quarrel between themselves is pre- -'

eluded by the fact that they were good
friends; that they were seen late ia
the evening in amiable intercourse,
and that their bodies were found
quite a distance apart from each other.

Death of Louis Peters.
Mr. Louis Fetera, who for the past

twenty years or more has been a resi-

dent of this city, died yesterday after-
noon after a long suffering illness.
"Louie" Peters came to Vicksburg to
build up his fortunes here. He mar-
ried an estimable lady who preceded
him to tbe grave. His business has
prospered notwithstanding many re-

verses, and he died respected by all
who knew him. Mr. Peters wat 51
years of age at the time of his death,
lie leaves one child, a bright boy of.

12, and two interesting
who loved him as their own. Peace
to the ashes of plain, honest, ever
plodding "Louie" Peters. May the
sod that rests above him bring forth
flowers as gentle, pure and simple aa
was the life of him they shelter.

Mr. Peters was an honored and
worthy member of the American Le-

gion of Honor, the Knights of Honor
and the Knights of Pythias. He has a
brother living in the .North, to whom
the sad news has been telegraphed,
and on his arrival here the funeral
will take place, due notice of which,
will be given in these colums.

A Gloomy View of Crops.
Nitta Yuma, Miss., Aug. 2S, iWk

Editor Commercial Herald.
The condition of the cotton crop la

this section ia as follows: The shed-

ding has been extraordinary, as bad or
worse than I have ever seen. The cat-

erpillar is at present everywhere, pur-

suing its regular cycle of development,
and some fields will be stripped by the
1st of September, and general destruc-
tion will have been accomplished by
the 20th of September. In addition to
all this, the boll worm is doing unpre

cedented damage to the crop, attacking
the new made ooii as well as the full-grow- n

boll. It is no.cry that we make
of alarm for simply its effect upon th
market, as may be charged, but a fact
to consider by those who wilfully ct
mistakenly hold to the high-cro- p esti-
mates that have been so current.

' ' "" "' J- -.
A Clerical Scandal in Austro-Hun- -;

Bry. v,
Vienna Aug. 20 The peor5 ot

Polskljin Austro-Hungar- y Crotia.iare.
busy with a clerical scaniM. The
bishop of that diocese f,-i-t liiiimtic

compelled to call upon one of
his priests, who was a candi-
date for election to a public clUee,
and rebuked him for over stepping
the boundary of clerical propriety.
The priest resented this as an unneces-
sary interference with hia personal
rights and a quarrel resulted. The
priest became frenzied, put the bihbor,
out of the parsonage, caused him
thron,'!h the streets to hia res.iiiecca
ar:d then) pounml upon hhu aid
him an unmerciful beating,

Madrid, Aug. 29. There vrrra
3,557 new cases of cholera and l.S. !

deaths from the disease n--

hroughout Sfpnin yesterday.

: of the woman s earnest, even impassioned
'' appeal to him, to "wait five, ten, twenty

years for the one he loved." Why should
she write now and repeat the appeal? She
who kiiew everything; she who had accom-

panied Beatrice and who was probably with
her now.

He could not get the memory of that
strange creature with her dreary belief, yet
unswerving; faith as to his own future, from
his mind. At tbe time the woman's earnest-- v

ness had impressed him more than he cared
E to confess. Superstition is a quality to the

"Frank! Frank!" she cried. M Ton aersf
He took her bands in his and regardless of

bystanders gazed into her gray eyes. For a
moment be could not speak. The sight of
Beatrice, the touch of her band sent the
blood rushing through his veins. Days,
weeks, months, be bad pictured this meet-
ing, and now it bad come to pass!

She was fairer, than ever fairer than
ever! The pure classical features seemed
even more perfect, the clear pale face more
beautiful, the dark gray eyes more wonder-
ful than of old. And, as she had given that
little cry of joy, something had leapt into
her eyes which Carruthers had never before
seen there, or never before seen so clearly
and undisguised Tbe surprise of seeing
him had swept away caution, and for the
space of two seconds, Frank was able to
read the very secret of ber soul.

No wonder he held her bonds and gazed
silently in her face. What had be to say
what could be say! The certainty that she
loved him mode his task no easier the task
of telling her that he knew her secret, or at
least a great part of it the task of asking
her to confide in him and let him help her.
So he remained silent until she gently, drew
herhands from his. '

The light had faded from Beatrice's face.
She also, after a moment of forgetfulness,
was coming back to her own world and its
troubles. Her eyes dropped and her face
clouded.

"How did yon find me?" she asked in
troubled tones.

"By a strange chance. I will tell you how
someday."

"Tell me now."
Frank shook his head.
"Not now," be said. "Let it suffice that

I have found you."
"But," said Beatrice with agitation, do

others know can others find me? If you
learned it why not another?"

He saw the display of fear, and hastened
to reassure her. "No one save myself can
learn it in the same way. Your retreat is
safe."

She sighed her relief. There was an
awkward pause. Frank was the first to
break it

"Beatrice," be said, "I have come a long
way to see you. I have much to say you
may have much to say to me. Can we go to
some place where we can talk!"

"Ye3, we can go to my home." Beatrice
called her boy, and Frank, glad of anything
to break tbe awkwardness of the moment,
greeted the little fellow and made friends
with him to such purpose that be insisted
upon Mr. Carruthers holding his chubby
nana ana warning witn mm.

"What a pity to cut that bright hair!"
said Frank to Beatrice.

"It was more than pity it was cruel, but
it was cruel necessity," she said sadly.

Beatrice led the way to the house In which
she lived. She walked with her head bent,
and as one in deep thought She could not
make up her mind whether to be glad or
sorry at Frank's coming. She saw, how-

ever, that it put an end to her present mode
of Ufa That it meant confession, revealing
of everything. That it meant return to
England and to such friends as would still
be her friends. That if it meant shame and
sorrow, it also meant safety and immunity
from persecution. She began to regret that
she had yielded to Sarah's wish to go to Eng-
land and see Hervey. But that was not of
much consequence. She felt sure that as
soon as Carruthers learned her history her
affairs would pass into hands more compe-
tent to deal with them than the hands of two
weak women. So on the whole her feelings
were those of relief.

And yet for some, for one reason, Frank
was the last person she would have chosen
to whom to reveal her secrete. She shrank
from having to show the man she loved that
her life for years had been one of deceit
Now that the deceit had to be confessed to
him, it seemed to lose all the innocent na-

ture which she had hitherto flattered herself
it possessed. In short, if such a thing can
be imagined, Beatrice felt, as Carruthers
once felt her to be, as an idol would feel
when just upon the point of being hurled
down from its pedestal

. Carruthers, who had his own thoughts to
trouble him, and to whom it seemed that
any conventional remarks would at the pres-
ent juncture be mockery, respected her
meditations, so that, save for the lisping
prattle of the boy, silence reigned until
Beatrice found herself in her room ,with
Frank sitting near her. It struck her as so
strange that he of all others should be here,
that even now sha wondered if she was
dreaming. She shunned his eyes, fearing to
read reproach in them.

"How are they all at home?" she asked.
"How are my unSes, and dear old Hazle-woodl- "

Her eyes filled with tears. Her
emotion did not escape Carruthers,

"Thev ore all well," he said. "I heard
from Herbert a few days ago. He sent me
your letter."

"Will they ever forgive me?" said Bea-
trice. "Will they ever speak to me agwti?"

"I hope so," said Frank gravely. "Thoy
were, o course, much vexed and upset".

Beatrice glanced at him nervously. Even
he had but held out a hope of forgiveness
and be loved her. She wished he bad not
come to Munich.

"Do they know my reason for leaving
England'she asked, timidly.

Look at me read in my eyes what my heart
desires know that you have tbe power of
making or marring a man's life. Beatrice!
Mv love, my only love, answer me!"

Once more be tried to take her hands. She
tore them away with a cry of anguish, and
her tearful eyes rested on his troubled, up
turned face.

"Frank," sne said, "you are killing me.
Spare me and let me speak."

He waited in anxious silence until her
sobs died away and sustained speech was a
possibility.

"Frank, Frank!" she said. "Yon have
been misled. You have beard but halt the
truth. You love me, yet dare to think that
if what you have beard is true I would be
your wife. I cannot blame you for believ-

ing. I hove no right to blame. My actions
have helped that belief. Yet in believing it,
you, Frank, have given me tbe sharpest
pain of all that I have known."

Carruthers bent his head and prayed she
would forgive him.

"I have nothing to forgive. From whom
did you think I fted from what danger!
Frank, I fled from the man who is my hus
bandthe man who more than five years
ago took advantage of a girl's folly, married
her and made h.cr life a misery.

Carruthers rose from his knees. His face
was white as a sheet He was the picture of
despair. A legion of Mrs. Millers would
net now have caused hope to throw up tbe
tiniest shoot tier nnsbandl The room
liemed to swim around him.

When be recovered himself he saw Beatrice
with the tears falling down her cheeks. The
sight was a bitter reproach to him. How
had he kept his vow? Instead of giving her
comfort and aid be was but adding to her
trouble. Moreover, a keen sense of shame
came home to him. Instead of joy be felt
fresh misery when Beatrice's words told
him that her secret was not one of such
nature as he had been led to believe. That
his first thought upon hearing the truth
should have been one of sorrow showed him
that he had reached a depth of selfishness
and degradation which no love could excuse
or condone. He blushed for himself, and
for tbe sake of his manhood strove until he
regained composure. There was a strange
calm on his face when, once more, he drew
near Beatrice.

"Tell me all," he Bald, in a quiet voice.
"No, don' t fear for me. " She glanced at him
inquiringly. "Tell ma all; I can bear it I
can help you." v

She told him all. Told him without self
excuse, without even exaggerating her

sins against the world and against
her. Sha told him without claiming mercy
on account of what she had suffered; but
there was a pathos in her voice, an Utter
hopelessness in her manner which told her
listener more than words could have told.
His heart ached as he thought of her; his
blood boiled as he thought of the villain who
had wrought this misery.

He heard ber to the very end in silence.
Throughout her tale she had not spoken of
her husband by any name; but from the
first Carruthers guessed who he was. As
she finished speaking he turned his pale face
to her. "The man's name is Hervey," be
said.

"Yes. Do you know him?1

"I have seen him twice." As be spoke
Carruthers involuntarily clenched his bands.
There was a kind of savage satisfaction in
thinking under what conditions he last saw
the rogue. He wished be had struck even
harder. He frowned, and his mouth grew
hard and stern. Beatrice saw the facial
change.

"Do you blame me too much to forgive
me, Frank?" she asked, anxiously. He
looked at her with eyes as soft and tender as
a woman's.

'Blame you? Who am I to blame you!
What have I to lbrgive? You have all my
pity all my sympathy. Again I offer you
such help as I can give such help as a
brother can give a sister. You will take
this from me, Beatrice?"

She placed ber hand in his. "Yes, I will
take it It is more than I deserve. Ah,
me! why should my trouble enter into your
life?"

His fingers tightened on hers. His eyes
sought hers. "Beatrice," he said, "I did
not live until I knew you. You have a right
to claim all I can give. Yet there is some-

thing I must ask something I must know.
You have told me much will you tell me
all?"

"I have told you all."
"No, not all. Beatrice, life promises to be

but a sorry affair for me. Let me have such
cold consolation as it can give. Beatrice,
let me hear you say with your own lips that
had things bean otherwise you could have
loved me would have.been my wife."

She met his eyes bravely. "Yes, Frsnk,"
she said softly. "I will say that I will say
more. I love you now. Ah, Frank, re-

proach me, blame me, when I tell you that
although I knew it meant uuhappiness for
you it was a sweet moment to me when first
I knew that you loved me."

After thj avowal there was silence for a
minute. Thtn Carruthers leaned forward.

"I7w words yvu read have fired me. Jam
going to Munich'"

The smallest slips ruin the most cleverly
devised schemes. The omission or the addi-

tion on a bill of exchange of a simple mark
called a "tick," sent Messrs, Bid well &
Co. into retirement at the country's ex-

pense, instead of enjoying the fat of a for-

eign land at the cost of the old lady of
Threadneedle street An act of Beatrice's,
that of penciling down in an idle moment
the title of a picture which had struck her
fancy, brought Mr. Carruthers in hot haste
to her biding place. Fate is turned by a
feather! '

CHAPTER XXX.
THE TRUTH AT LAST.

Carruthers reached Munich late at night.
He went straight to that comfortable hotel
the "Four 8 3a sons, and, feeling that the
hour was too late to begin his researches,
supped and went to bed. In spite of his ex-

citement at the thought of being in the some
town as Beatrice, he slept soundly Man is
but mortal, and after traveling as fa9t as is

possible from London to Munich, it takes a
great deal to spoil a night's rest So in the
morning Carruthers arose refreshed and
eager to begin the quest

But how to begin iti He was not even
sure that its object was in Munich. Becauss
she had written down the nanw of a picture
it did not follow she was near that work of
art. She might only have paid Munich a
flying visit might now be miles and miles

away. He grew very aespouaent as ne
realised the slender, fragile nature of the
clew which he had so impetuously token up
and followed. Nevertheless,, he vowed he
would not leave Munich until he felt sure it
did not harbor the fugitives.

He stepped through the swinging doors of
his hotel aud stood in the broad

He hesitated, uncertain
what to do, which way to tura So far as
he could see, his only chance of finding
Beatrice was meeting her in the
public streets; his only plan was to
walk about those streets until he met
her. At any rate he would do nothing but
this for the noxt few days. If unsuccessful
he would then think whether he could apply
to such persons as might be able to toll him
what strangers were living in Munich.

He turned to the right, went across the
Platz, and into the fair Ludwig-Strass- He
walked on with palaces on either hand until
he came to the gate of victory. Preoccupied
as Mr. Carruthers was, the number of mag-
nificent buildings he passed greatly im-

pressed him. However, he deferred bis ad-

miration until happier times.
A kind of superstition made him think It

well to see the picture which had brought
him so far. He inquired the way to the Old
Pinakothek, and upon arriving there sought
for and found the "Madonnadi Tempi." He
stood for along time contemplating it, not
because he so much admired it as in the hope
that fate might bring Beatrice to his side.
She did not come, so he bode the "Madonna"
adieu, and after having run quickly through
the large rooms and cabinets in the hope of
encountering Beatrice, he left the budding
wishing that the living . masterpiece he
sought was as easy to find as that of the
dead artist

Keeping to what seemed the principal and
most populous streets he found himself once
more in front of his hotel. He started off in
an opposite direction, went down tbe broad
MaximUlions-Strass- More palaces, more
statues, but no Beatrice. At last be stood
on the stone bridge which spans the shallow
but rapid Isar. He stopped and looked at
the curious artificial bed of smooth planks
over which the river runs; and then he
looked down into the little triangular pleas-
ure garden which lies between the two arms
of the stream.

In the garden, on one of the seats, intent-
ly engaged with a hook, sat Beatrice. Her
little boy was playing near her. It needed
not the sight of the boy to assure Carruthers
he was not mistaken. Like all lovers, he
told himself he would have known that
graceful head, that perfect form at least a
mile away. Yes, there was Beatrice I The
"iladoiuia" bad not led him astray. Had

i possession of which no man of our time is
willing to own, not even to h'moelf. Yet

,iine nien out of ten are superstitious.
0s Carruthers told himself that such hope as

he had gathered from Mrs. Miller's words
was simply gathered because he believed her
to be in Beatrice's confidence. Here he was
wrong. It was the woman's broad but ab--

' solute assertion, uttered with the passionate
inspiration of a prophetess of old, that happl--.

ess in this world awaited him and Beatrice,
which had been of aid to him in his trouble.
If faith can move stubborn mountains, why
not a heart which is willing enough to move
in a particular direction?

i And now this woman repeated her mes-

sage, and, as Carruthers read the letter, told
him his case was no more hopeless than it
was months ago.

He took the note which he had crumpled
up and tossed away; he spread it out and
read it again. He found, moreover, that it
was written on paper similar to that used by
Beatrice, and upon turning it over he saw
on the back a few words in pencil. They
were written so faintly that he had to carry
the note to a strong light in order to de-- 1

cipher them.
The words were "Madonna dl Tempi,"

and to the beet of his belief, as experts say
when giving evidence, the handwriting was
Beatrice's.

What did the words mean, and how far
would they aid him in finding Beatrice!" He soon settled in bis mind that "Madonna

' di Tempi" must be the name of a picture.
But what picture! Where was it to be
found?

v Of course, it did not follow that supposing
he could ascertain all about thU picture,

: which might or might not be a world- -
famed one, that he would find Beatrice near
it Nevertheless, the clew was worth fol- -

lowing. He would have followed a finer
clew than this to the end of the world on
the chance of its leading him to Beatrice.
So he at once set about tbe task of getting
information, u information could be got,
respecting a picture called the "Madonna dl

. Tempi" He hoped, but his hones were not
' very strong. Indeed, he could not help

comparmff his case to that of the fair Sara
cen's, who found her lover by the aid of two
words. Yet she was better off than he was.
She at least bad the name of a place for one
of her tallsmanic words. He had the name
of what be supposed to be a picture; noth
ing more.

Mr. Carruthers was not one of the inner
circle of art worshippers. His sallet, bis
slurm und drang, his emotional days, were
well over before the fira of blue and white


